THOSE HICKS FOLKS By KEN KLING

You Can't Control a Woman's Imagination. Tae Mectors Nrestsss Sontisate

TD LIKE To KNOW FATHER OFFERED To Be REASONABLE, THAT LITTLE Fox Goes
WHERE THAT MAN TAKE You ALONC, DIDN'T MOTHER - POOR DAD OUT Too OFTEN

ROAHS AROUND HE - BUT You REFUSED MUST HAVE SOME To sulT MeE !
THESE NIGHTS! To Go To JVAUDEVILLE ! PLEASURE !
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FINE' SING
IT AGAIN

M GEE, 1 LIKE THAT SONG.
THINK TLLGET A

RECORD OF IT FoR OUR
VICTROLA! -

NO- WE'RE OUT OF
THAT RECORD
AT PRESENT!

WELL, WHEN You GET IT IN,
JUusST DROP ™ME
A PosSTAL!

HAVE You GOT
“OH, You BLONDE DoLL"?

1 SPoSE You EXPecT WELL TID LIKE To s oV STAY VP THERE - 1
TO Go OUT AGAIN IMPORTANT BUSINESS SEE ’You STeEP ouT -IE::; %‘;ND YSE(-: QHA': \T —
ToNIGHT, EH ? ‘ eNGADG:Rr:iNGT.' OF THIsS HO\'JSE, THASALL! MAIL MAN'S
: \
. 5 WHisTLE !
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Q | APPOINTHMENT, EH ?
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